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mystery was driving. Did it suffice him to taste supreme
power once and once only? Was he about to desert his
troops on the field of battle? But behind that melancholy
and impenetrable mask, an alert spirit was watching with an
amused eye. What! Fight against that brand-new majority?
Against that superb war-horse of a Gladstone fuming at the
nostrils! Madness! He knew what they were, these
majorities. To a young colt the trainer allows plenty of
rope. He will be broken in all the quicker. Had Gladstone
forces? Let him use them. Let him try to pacify Ireland by
legislation. Ireland herself used sharper methods. Let his
axe strike at finance, at education, at the army. The time
would come of resistance, of yielding, of blunted swords.
And that would be the moment for overturning the god
already tottering on his pedestal; but meanwhile, patience,
patience! Let our calmness contrast, agreeably, with all
this turmoil.

So great was the dramatic effect of the opposition of
these characters that the two heroes themselves seemed to
delight in it. On some days the parliamentary comedy was
pushed to the bounds of farce. One day Gladstone stood in
his place on the Treasury Bench, imposing and thunderous,
hurtling upon his rival epithets that became ever more
violent. As each of these fell, Disraeli slowly lowered his
head a little further. He seemed to be literally crushed by
the terrific hammering of Gladstone's voice. At last he
ended, with such a smashing blow on the broad table
between them that pens and papers flew in disorder. He sat
down. For a moment the House, silent and motionless,
wondered whether Dizzy would be able to raise his head.
Then the prostrated figure was seen slowly coming back to
life, first the head, then the shoulders. At last Disraeli
rose, and said, in a voice so low as could barely be heard:
"The right hon. gentleman has spoken with much passion,